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the ballet, you insult your public by offering her in a
leading part; if she's fit for the leading part, you insult her by lowering her to the ballet; but anyway I'm damned If I ever saw a merchant before who deliberately cheapened his own wares! "
If the floor could have opened I would have been its willing victim, and I am sure if Mr. Davenport had known that 1 would have to pay for every sharp word spoken, he would have restrained his too free speech for my sake — even though he was never able to do so for his own.
And what a pity it was, for he not only often wounded his friends, but worse still, he injured himself by flinging the most boomerang-like speeches at the public whenever he felt it was not properly appreciating him* He was wonderfully versatile, but though versatility is a requisite for any really good actor, yet for some mysterious reason it never meets with great success outside of a foreign theatre. The American public demands specialists — one man to devote himself solely to tragedy, another to romantic drama and duels, another to dress-suit satire. One woman to tears, another to laughter, and woe betide the star who, able to act both comedy and tragedy, ventures to do so; there will be no packed house t(i bear witness to the appreciation felt for such skill and variety of talent.
Mr. Davenport's vogue was probably waning when I first knew him. He had a certain intellectual following who delighted in the beautiful precision anct distinctness of his reading of the royal Dane. He always seemed to me a Hamlet cut in crystal — so clear and pure, so cold and hard lie was. The tender heart, the dread imagining*, the wounded pride and love, the fits and starts, the pain and passion that tortures Hamlet each in turn, were utterly incompatible with the fair, high-browed, princely philosopher Mr. DavenjKirt presented to his follower*. And after that performance ! think hi* wpt          proud of his " horn-pipe ** in the play of